DISGRACE   ABOUNDING
who thought they knew better. England, with an umbrella in one
hand and Mein Gamp in the other, was moving as fast to disaster.
Never, I thought, as I contemplated the gentian, the edelweiss
and the almenrausch, had a great empire been put in jeopardy
with such levity and irresponsibility. The plight of England, at
the beginning of 1939, reminded me of that of the drowning French-
man, who could not master his English tenses, and cried CI will
drown, nobody shall save me*. England, or at all events England's
leaders, seemed implacably Bent on self-destruction.
Thinking this, I took up my paper, which told me that Franco
was at the gates of Barcelona. It seemed — though in Spain you
could never be certain — that nothing could now prevent Franco's
victory. With a feeling of hopelessness, I reflected that England's
influence, from the beginning of that war, had been exerted to
bring about his victory.
In the name of 'sanctions*, arms had been withheld from the
Abyssinians. In the name of 'non-intervention', arms and food
had been withheld from the Spanish Republicans. In the name of
'self-determination', the Czechs had been forced to capitulate.
England's leaders said every day that England was in danger, that
she must rearm and rearm, and yet they forced ally after ally
to capitulate.
It was beyond rhyme or reason. I gave it up, and turned my
thoughts to the three flowers, and to days in Austria. I thought
of myself, bare-kneed, bare-headed and bare-throated, wandering
through Austrian woods, climbing Austrian hills, tobogganing
with wild halloo down the run on the Semmering, lying anchored
to a boulder in a shallow but swift-running mountain stream,
singing in a wine-garden heavy with the scent of flowers. If I had
been born in another age, I might have known many years of
that. But now, I sat in a railway carriage, with only those three
flowers, woven into the cloth, to remind me of all that, and
travelled towards a future that held little cheer for any English-
man.
I was glad, at the next halt on that journey, to dip my spirit for
a few days into the beauty of Budapest, so that it revived a little.
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